Word Practice #1

The dragon, who had seen the cobbler’s youngest son while he was still a long way
off, was seated up above the door, inside the cave, waiting and smiling to himself.
But minutes passed and no one came thundering in. The dragon frowned, puzzled,
and was tempted to peek out. However, reflecting that patience seldom goes
unrewarded, the dragon the dragon kept his head up out of sight and went on
waiting. At last, when he could stand it no longer, the dragon craned his neck and
looked. There at the entrance of the cave stood a trembling young man in a suit of
armor twice his size, struggling with a sword so heavy he could lift only one end of it
at a time.

At the sight of the dragon, the cobbler’s youngest son began to tremble so violently
that his armor rattled like a house caving in. He heaved with all of his might at the
sword and got the handle up level with his chest, but even now the point was down
in the dirt. As loudly and firmly as he could manage, the youngest son cried—

Dragon, dragon, how do you do?
I've come from the king to murder you!



